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The History ef -* 

And oomci not in, over-rulde by pronhefkJ, 

I fcarc,thc power of Tfi'g is too weake, 

Towage an mftant tryall with the Kins. 

«S»> A/.Why.my good Lord, you neede not fearc. 

There is Dmglas > and Lord Mortimer. 

Arch^o, tJUortmer is not there. 

Sir.M Bat there is MerdakeyernonX* Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefter,snd a head 
Oi gallant warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

trfrch Anita there is, but yet the King hath drawn 
The fpeciall bead of all the Land together. .«• 

The Prince of Wales , Lor & John of Lane after % 

The noble Weftmerlanhyrnd warlike ’Plant j 
And many moe Corrivalesand dcare men 
Of eftimation, and command in armes. 

Sir y^f.Doubt not, my Lord, he lhall be well oppos’d. 

Arch. I hope no leffe • yet, needful} ’as to feare. 

And to prevent the word, Sir Michett , fpeed : 

For if Lord ‘Percy thrive not ere the King 

Difmiffehis power, he mcanes to vifit us, ; " 

for he hath heard of our confederacy j 

And ’tis but wifedometo makeftrong againll him : 

Therefore make hafle, I muft goe write againe 
To other friends,and fo farewell, Sir Michell. Exeunt. 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales , Lord John of Lancafler 4 Earls 
oftVcftmerlandft Walter Blunt, and Falftajfe, 

King. How bloodily tjbe Sunnebeginstopccre 
Above yon bosky hill ! the day lookes pale. 

At his diftemperature. 

‘Prw.Thc Southetne winde 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes. 

And by hollow whittling inthe leases, ;i . 

Forctels a tempeftanda. bluftering day* 

AT/»|.Theh with the lofers let it fympathize, 

For nothingcan feeme foule to thofe that winne. 

The Trumpet founds. Enter Worcefter. 

King.How now my Lojrd-of Worcester ? ’tis notwell 
That you and Tihould meete upon fuch tearmes. 

As 


* wrn we meete. You have deceived our truft, 

* *\u made us doffeoureafre Ro^es of peace. 

To cruihour old uncafic limbs in ungentle Steele; 

This is not well,my Lord,this is not well. 

What fay y«u to it ? will you againe unknit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred Warre ? 

And more in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did give a faireand naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigy of feare, and a portent 
Of broched mifehiefe to the unborue times ? 

Wor. Heareme,myLicge: 

Tor mine own part,I could be well content 
To entettaine the lag-end ofmy life 
With quiet houres : For I proteft, 

I have not fought the day of this diflike. 

King, You. have not fought it ;how comes it then ? 

Falf. Rebellion lay.in his way, and he found it. 

Prin. Peace»Chewet, peace. ; J 

wor. It pleas’d your Majcfty to tume your lookes 
Of favour, from my felfe, andall our Houfe ; 

And yet I muft remember you my Lord : 

We were the firft anddeareft of your friends. 

For you, my Staffe of office did I breakc. 

In Richards time, and potted day aad night. 

To meete y ou on the way, and kiffe your hand. 

When yet you were in place, and in account 
Nothing foftrong and fortunate as I; ' 

It was my felfe, my Brother,a»d his Sonne, 

That brought you home , and boldly did out-date 
The danger of the time. You fworc tousi 
And youdid fweare that oath at Doncafter, 

That you did nothing of purpofe’gainft the State, \ 

Nor claime no further, then your new-falnc right, 

Thefeateof Cj ant ,T>akc of Lancafter: 

To this,we fware our ayde ? but in fhort fpace f 

It raind down,|Fortune (ho wring on your head, 

And fuch a ffoudofGreatsreffe fell on you. 

" la Wh*£ 






► 




